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No. XIII. 
 PINDARIC,BY THE RIGHT HON HERVEY REDMOND, 
| LORD VISCOUNT MOUNTMORRES, OF CASTLE 
MORRES, OF THE KINGDOM OF IRELAND, &c. &c. 
I. 
AWAKE, Hibernian lyre, awake, 
To harmony thy ſtrings attune, 
O zache their trimbling t onues to ſpake 
The glories of the fourth of June. 
Auſpicious morn ! 
When George was born, 
To grace (by deputy) our Iriſh throne, 
North, ſouth, ae, weſt, 
Of Kings the beſt, 
Sure now he's aquall'd by himſelf alone! 
Throughout the aſtoniſh'd globe fo loud his fame vill 


Ting, 
Te Dif them s/lves ſhall bore the rains, the dum 
ſhall fing. BG, | 


II. Sons 


II. 


of Fadruig “, ſtrain your throats, 
In your native Iriſh lays, 
Sweater than the ſcreach-owl's notes, 
Howl aloud your ſov'reign's praiſe. 
Quick to his hallow'd fane be led 
A milk-white BULL, on ſoft potatoes fed, 
His curling horns and ample neck 
Let wreaths of verdant ſhamrock deck, 
And perfum'd flames, to rache the ſky, 
Let fuel from our bogs ſupply, 
Whilſt we to George's health, a'en till the bow! runs 
o'er, | 
Rich frames of Uſquebaugh and ſparkling Whiſkey 
pour, 
| III. 


Of dithleſs fame immortal heirs ,. 
A brave and patriotic band, 
Mark where lerne's Voluntares, 
Array'd in bright diſorder ſtand. 
The lawyers corps, red fac'd with black, 
Here drive the martial merchants back, 
Here Sligo's bold brigade advance, 
Their Lim'rick's legions ſound their drum, 
Here Galway's gallant ſquadrons prance, 
And Cork Invincibles are overcome, 
® Antiznt nꝛme given to St. Patrick. 


The 


W 


E 


The Union ſirm of Coleraine, 
Are ſcatter'd o're the warlike plain, 
While Tipperary Infantry purſues 
The Clognikelty horſe, and Ballyſhannon blues, 
Ah! ſhould renowned Brunſwick chuſe, 
(The warlike Monarch loves reviews) 
To ſee thaſe haroes in our Phanix fight, 
Once more amidſt a wond'ring crowd, 
Th' enraptur'd prince might cry aloud, 
«© Oh! Amherſt, what a hivaly fight!” t 
The loyal crowd with ſhouts ſhould rind the ſkies, 
To hare their Sov'reign make a Spaach ſo wiſe. 


IV. 


Thaſe were the bands, mid tempeſts foul, 
Who taught their maſter, ſomewhat loth, 
To grant (Lord love his lib'ral ſoul !) 
Commerce and conſtitution both, 
How pace reſtor d, 
This gracious Lord 


8 


4 The celebrated ſpeech of a Great Perſonage, on reviewing the 
Camp at Cox-heath, in the year 1779, when a French invaſion 
was apprehended ; the report of which ani nating apoſtrophe is ſup- 
poſed to have ftreuk ſuch terror into the breaſts of our enemies? 


as to have been the true occaſion of their relinquiſhing the 
deſign. 


B 2 Would 


14 3 


Would rache them, as the ſcriptures ſay, 
At laifte, that if 


The Lord doth give, 
The Lord doth likewiſe take away. 


Fradom like this who iver ſaw ! 
We will, hinceforth, for iver more, 


Be after making iv'ry law, | 
Great Britain ſhall have made before. 


* 


Hence, loath'd monopoly, 
Of av'rice foul, and navigation bred, 
In the drear gloom, 
Of Britiſh cuſtom-houſe long room, 


Mongſt cockets, clearances, and bonds _ 


Hide thy deteſted head, 

But come thou Goddeſs, fair and free, 
Hibernian reciprocity ! 
(Which axes, if right I take the plan, 

Or ilſe the traity Divil burn! 

To get from England all we can; 

And give her nothing in return!) 
Thee, IE kx, ſxill'd in courtly lore, 
To the fate lip'd Wi liam bore, 

He Chatham's ſon in (George's reign 
Such mixture was not held a ſtain) 


Vile the Fourth Propoſition, 


of 


1 
of gariſh day-light's eye afraid, 1 
Through the poſtern-gate convey'd, 1 
In cloſe and midnight cabinet, | 
Oft the ſecret lovers met. 9 =_ 
Haſte thee, nymph, and quick bring-o'er 
Commerce from Britannia's ſhore, 1 
Manufactures, arts, and ſki!l, 
Such as may our pockets fill, 
And, with thy left hand, gain by ſtealth, 
Half our Siſter's envied wealth, 
Till our ifland ſhall become 
Trade's complate imporium. + 
Thaſe joys, if reciprocity can give, 
Goddeſs, with thee hinceforth let Paddy live! 


VI, 


Next to great George be peerleſs Billy ſung, 
Hark, he /þakes, his mouth he opes, 
Phraſes, periods, figures, tropes, 
Strame from his millifluous tongue, 
O ! hard he crown'd his humble ſupplicant's hopes, 
And given him, near his much lov'd-Pitt, 
Beyond the limits of the bar to. t, | 
Howwith his praiſes had the St. Stephen's rung ! 
Though Pompey boaſt not all his patron's pow'rs- 
Vet oft have kind Hibernia's Peers 
# To rade his ſpaac hes lent their ears, 
So in the Senate, had his tongue, for hours, 


+ Vide Mr. Ford's Speeches. 
B 3 Foremoſt 


69 
Foremoſt, amid the youthful yelping pack, 
That crow and cackle at the Premier's back, 


A flow of Iriſh rhetorick let looſe, | 
Beneath the Chicken ſcarce, and far above gooſe. 


No, XIV. 


LORD THURLOW, LORD HIGH CHANCELLOR OF 


GREAT-BRITAIN. 


CHORUS, 


— 


Accompanied with Speaking Trumpets. 


HukrLy burly, blood and thunder, 

This is a day, ye Gods, for wonder ! 

This is a day for fun and drinking, 

This is a day for damning, finking ; 

For this day big George was born, 

At twenty-three minutes paſt two in the morn. 


RECITATIVE. 


Accompanied with double baſſes, except the tenth line, that 
avith a Squeaking P ig . 
And if he had not, there it matter'd 


Billy Pitt would ne'er have chatter'd, 
And 


1 


And Dundas in Scottiſh phraſe, . 
As well as Sidney, no more would blaze: 

In ſounds ne'er underſtood, 

Therefore might be bad or good. 

Ha ! Who interupts me in this ode ? 

Juarme, the little, by the Lord; 

D— n, Why on me attend? 

„% My Lord, a meſſage now the Commons fend x * 
„ Bid them come in, call them, call, call, 
May the Devil take them, one and all; 

Little Peppy is below the bar, 

Whoſe glory needs no echoing car ; 

For in battle or in profing. 

He's ne'er afraid to pop his Noſe in.“ 


AIR 
Tone, The Devil's a dancing. 


As on the Woolſack now I fit, 

George I think of, who for wit, 

In gracious plentitude has ſhewn 

A deal, tho* not high flown, 

And when I hear, —T praiſe the day, 

His father was born, but no more can ſay. 


LY 


RECITATIVYE., 


Biſhops I hate, and all their clan, 
Lawyers too —ſave one. 


o — [SI 
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19 1 
AVoldier alſo, he's a prig,— 
J am not miſtaken, dam my wig : 
All together I do deſpiſe, 
The King and Chancellor are only wiſe? 
I am only happy with my Tit, 
Who for the Bar was never fit; 
She hears me rave, ſhe hears me ſwear, 
She thinks —but never calls me bear. 
Zounds, hilloa! accord my lyre ? 
My Ode is animated fire! 
Play up good muſic ! tho? I am heavy, 
Een let it be to Dain!y Davy / 
For I ne'er was taught to ſing, 
Except by office God ſave the King!“ 
Chorus, ſingers, and fingers of chorus, enter; 
And ſhake the earth unto its center ! 
CHORUS, 
Hurly burly, &c, &c. 


RECITATIV. 


Weſtminſter and Lincoln Halls reſound 

With curſed Lawyers' throats that know no bounds 
Money! money! is all their aim, 

Sack alone I wiſh to gain! 

A butt, a butt, as Runningtoz big, 

With, or without, his gown and wig ! 
Who is as round as the gallon keg, 
And never yet has ſeen his leg! 


But 


fe] 


But why, my Muſe, why deſcend ?: 

Inſpire my pen, and vigonr lend! 

The day's my own! ſhout ! huzza! fack ! ſhout 
While Pm in, the Devil may care who's out! 


Cho us. 


Hurly burly, blood and thunder ! &c, &0s 


No, XIV. 
IRREGULAR ODE, 


BY EDWARD LORD THURLOW, LORD HIGH CHANS 
CELLOR OF GREAT BRITAIN, 


DAMNATION ſeize ye all, 

Who puff, who thrum, who bawl and ſquall 1 

Fired with ambitious hopes in vain, 8 

The wreath, that blooms for other brows, to gain, 
Is Thurlow yet ſo little known ? 

By G--d I ſwore, while George ſhall reign, 

The Seals, in ſpite of changes, to retain, 
Nor quit the woolſack, till he quits the throne. 

And 


L236 1 


And now, the bays for life to wear, 

Once more, with mightier oaths, by G--d I ſwear, 
Bend my black brows, that keep the peers in awe, 
Shake my full-bottomd wig, and give the nod of 


law. | 
II. 


What * * tho* more ſluggiſh than a toad, 
Squat in the bottom of a well; 
Itoo, my gracious Sovereign's worth to tell, 
Will rouze my torpid genius to an Ode. 
The toad a jewel in his head contains; 
Prove well the rich production of my brains, 
Nor will I court with humble plea, 
Th“ Aenian maids to inſpire my wit; 
One mortal girl is worth the Nine to me; 
The prudes of PindusT refign to Pitt, 
His be the elaſſic art, which I deſpiſe ; 
Thurlow on Nature, and himſelf relies. 


III. 


Tis mine 10 keep the conſcience of the Ng; 
To me each ſecret of his heart is ſhown ; 
Who then, like me, ſhall hope to ſing 
Virtues to all, but me, unknown ? 


i This ſimile of myſelf I made the other day, coming out of 
4 Weſtminſter Abbey. Lord Uxbridge heard it. 1 think, however, 
that I have improved it here, by the turn which follow. 


Say 


1 
Say, who, like me, ſhall win belief 
To tales of his paternal grief: 
When civil rage with ſlaughter dyed 
The plains beyond th' Atlantic tide? 
Who can, like me, his joy atteſt, 
Though little joy his looks confeſt, 


When Peace, at Conway's call reſtor'd, 
Bade kindred nations ſheathe the ſword ! 


How pleas'd he gave his people's wiſhes way, 

And turn'd out North, when North refus'd to 
ſtay ! 

How in their ſorrows ann too, unſeen, 

For Rockingham he mourn d, at M inaſor with the 


Queen ! 
IV. 


His bounty too, be mine to praiſe, 
Myſelf th' example of my lays. 
A Teller in reverſion I, 
And unimpair'd I vindicate my place, 
The choſen ſubject of peculiar grace, 
Hallow'd from hands of Burke's economy :; . 
For + ſo his royal word my Sovereign gave; 


+ I cannot here with-hold my particular acknowldgements to 
my virtuous young friend, Mr. Pitt, for the noble manner in which 
he contended, on the ſubje& of my reverſion, that the moſt reli gi- 
ous obſervance muſt be paid to the Reyal promiſe. And I am perſo- 
nally the more obliged to him, as in the caſe of the Auditors of the 
Impreft the other day, be did not think it 47 55 to ſhew any re 


gard whatſoever to a Royal Patent. 
Ang 


1 


L 2 ] 
And ſacred have I found that «ord alone, 
When not his Grandfire's Patent, and his own 
To Cardiff, and to Sondes, their poſts could ſave» 
Nor ſhould his chaſtity be here unſung, 
That chaſtity, above his glory dear ; 
t But Harvey frowning, pulls my ear, 
Such praiſe, ſhe ſwears, was ſatire from my tongue. 


V. 

Fir'd at her voice, I grow prophane, 
A louder yet, and yet a louder ftram ! 

To Tnauxrow's lyre moredaring notes belong. 
Now tremble every rebel foul ! 
While on the foes of GzozGct I roll 

The deep-ton'd execrations of my ſong, 
In vain my brother's piety, more meek, 

Would preach my kindling fury to repoſe ; 

Like Balaam's aſs, were he inſpir'd to ſpeak, 


»Twas vain! refoly'd I go to curſe my Prince's foes, 


VI. 


6 Begin | Begin !” Gerce Harvey cries, 
See ! the Whigs, how they riſe! 


2 I originally wrote this line, 
Bat Harvey frowning, as the hears, &c. 
It was altered as it now ftands, by my d--mn'd Biſhop of a bro» 
ther, for the ſake of an allufion to Virgil. 


Pelli, et admeniit. 
| What 


13 J 


What petitions preſent! 
How teize and torment! 
D—mn their bloods, d—mn their hearts, d- mn 
their eyes. 
See yon ſober band, 
Each his note in his hand ; 
The Witneſſes they, whom I brow beat in vain ; 
Unconfus'd they remain. 
Oh! d—mn their bloods again! 
_ Give the curſes due | 
To the factious crew! - 
Lo! Wedgwood too, waves his $ Pitr-pots on high! 
Lo! he points where the bottoms yet dry, | 
The VJiſage Immaculate bear! - 
Be Wedgwood d—mn d, and double d—mn'd his ware. 
D- mn Fox and d—mn North ; 
D- mn Portland's mild worth; 
D- mn Devon the good, 
Double D- mn all his name; 
D- mn Fitzwilliam's blood, 
Heir of Rockingham's fame. 


5 I am told that a ſcoundrel of a potter, one Mr. W:igwoed is 
mak ing 10,000 ſpitting-pots, and other vile utenſils, with a figure of 
Mr. Pitt, in the bottom; round the head is to be a motto, 

We will ſpit, | 
On Mr. Pitt. 


And other ſuch damn'd rhymes fuited to the uſcs of the different 
veſſels . 


C D=-mn 


Þ 
( 24 ] 
D—mn Sberidan's wit, 
The terror of Pitt; 
D-mn Long rough, my plague=wou'd his 5 ag-pipe 
were iplit! 
D—mn Derby's long ſcroll, 
Fill'd with names to the brims ; 
D- mn his limbs, d—mn his ſoul, 
D—rma his ſoul, d—mn his limbs. 
With S:ormont's curs'd din, 
Hark! Carlifl chimes in, 
D—mn /hem ; d—mn all the partners of their fin. 
D—mn them, beyond what mortal tongue can 
tell ; 
Confound, fink, plunge them all to deepeſt, blackeſt 
Hell! 


No. XV 


1 


No. XV. 
IRREGULAR OD E, 


FOR MUSIC, BY THE REV. DR. PRETTYMAN. 
THE NOTES, (EXCEPT THOSE WHEREIN LATIN 18 
CONCERNED) BY JOHN ROBINSON, ESQ» 


REctTATiVE, by double voices. 


0% HaAIL to the Lyar, whoſe all perſuaſive firain, 
Waked by the maſter-touch of art, 
And prompted by th' inventive brain, 

(5) Winds its fly way into the eaſy heart. 


(a) © Hail to the lyar.“] It was ſuggeſted to me that my friend 
the Doctor, had here followed the example of Voltaire, in deviating 
from common Orthography. Lyar inſtead of Lyre, he conceives to be 
a reading of peculiar elegance in the preſent inſtance, as it puts the 
reader in ſuſpence between an inanimate and a living inſtrument. 
However, for my own part, I am rather of opinion that this ſeeming 
miſ-ſpelling aroſe from the Doctor's following the ſame well known 
circumſpeRion which he exerciſed in the caſe of Mr. Wedgwood 
and declining to give his ode under his band; preferring to repeat it 
to Mr Delpini's Amanuenſis, who very probably may have committed 
that and fimilar errors in orthography. 

(5) “ Winds its ly way, &c.] A line taken in great part from 
Milton. The whole pafſage (which it may not be unple aſing to recal 
to the recollection of the reader) has been cloſely imitated * my 
friend Prettyman in a former work. 

« T under a fair pretence of friendly ends, pe 
And well-plac'd words of glozing courtſey, 
*© Baited with reaſons nat unplaufible, 
« Wind me into the eaſy-bearted man, 
*© And hug him into ſnares, Conv, 
C2 Hark?! 


/ 


616) 


Soro. 


(e) Hark ! do J hear the golden tone 

Reſponſive now! and now alone ! 2 
Or does my fancy rove? 

Reaſon-borne conviction, hence 

And frenzy-rapt be ev'ry ſenſe, 
With the Unruh 1 love. 

Propitious F1CTI0N, aid the ſong ! 

Poet and Prieſt to thee belong. 


SEN1-CHORUS, 


(4) By thee inſpir'd, e'er yet the tongue was glib, 
I) be cradle infant liſp'd the nurs'ry fib ; 
Thy vot*ry in maturer youth, 
Pleaſed he renounc'd the name of truth, 
And often dared the ſpecious to defy, 
Proud of th' expanſive, bold, uncovered lie. 


(c) Golden tone &c.“] The epithet may ſeem at firſt more 
proper for the inſtrument, but it applies here with great propriety to 
the ſound. In the ſtricteſt ſenſe, what is golden ſound but the ſound 
of gold? and what could ariſe more naturally in the writers mind 


upon the preſent occaſion ? 
« Frenzy rapt,” &c.] Auditis? An me lodit amabilis Inſania ? 


(d) © By thee infpir'd, ”&c.] In the firſt manuſcript: 
« While yet a cradle child he conquercd ſhame, 
nn Aud liſped in fables, for the fables came. 

| See Porz. 
Alx. 


EG / 


Arx. 


Propitious FrcTIoON hear! 
And ſmile, as erſt thy father ſmiled 
Upon his firſt born child, 
(Thy fiſter dear) 
When, the nether ſnades among, 
(e) Sin from his forehead ſprung. 


Full CHORUS. 


Grand deluder ! arch impoſter ! 
Countervailing Orde and Fofter, 
Renown'd divine ! 

The palm is thine : 
Be thy name or ſung, or h;/, 


Alone it ſtands Conseicvous FABZUTIsT 


RecitaTiIvE 


For the celebrated female finger from Mancheflery 


Simpbony of flutes —piani ſims. 
Now in eotton robe array'd | 
Poor maunfacture, tax-lamenting maid, 
Thy ſtory heard by her devoted wheel, 
Each buſy- ſounding ſpindle huſh'd—— 


. 


(+) © Sin from his forehead ſpruntz.] 
« A goddeſs armed 
0 Out of thy head I ſprang.” 


Sec M1LT0N's Birth of Sin; 


C3 


Fuck 


1 


Fuck. 


Now dreading Iriſh rape, 
Quick ſhifting voice and ſhape=s | 


Dxr Bass, from Birmingham. 


With viſage hard, and furnace fluſh'd, 
And black hair'd cheſt, and nerve of ſteel, 
The ſex chang'd liſt'ner ſtood 
In ſurly penfive mood. 


Arn, accompanied with double bafſoons, Se. 


While the promiſe · maker ſpoke 

The anvil miſſed the wonted ſtroke; 

In air ſuſpended hammers hung, 

While Pitt's own frauds came mended from that 


ton gue. 


5 Alx. | 


Sooth'd with the ſound the prieſt grew vain, 
And all his tales told o'er again, 

And added hundreds more ; 
By turns to this, or that, or both, 
He gave the ſanction of an oath, 

And then the whole fore-ſwore. 
4 Truth” he ſung, was toil and trouble, 
Honour but an empty bubble 


G 


n ; 
Clocefter's aged Iudan dying | 
Poor, too poor, ; imple lying! 
If the lawn be th thy wearing, 1 4 
Win, oh ! wirt, by thy ſwearing, 


PLL CHoRVUs REPEATED. 
Grand auder! Arch impoſtor, &c. 


PART I. 
Rxzerrarivz accompanied. 


pOUGH the parents praiſe—ſee of eit, 

The fairer progeny aſcends ? 

Evaſion, nymph of agile feet, 
With half veil'd face; 

Profe fon, whiſp'ring accents ſweet 

And many a kindred fraud attends ;. 

Mutely dealing courtly wiles | 
Fav'ring nods, and hope-fraught Eniles, 
A fond amuſive tutelary race, 

That guard the faith of Kings, and of King 

FRIENDS, | 


But chiefly thee I woo, of changeful eye, 


In courts, y'clept Daplicity, 
Thy fond looks on mine imprinting, 


Vulgar mortals call it ſquinting 


Baby; 


. 2 
Baby, of art and int'reſt b. q, 
Whom, ſtealing to the bacheairs' head, 
In fondling arms—with cauti,, tread; 
(/) Wrinkle-twinkle Jen bore, 
To the baize-lin'd cloſet door, 


Air. 


Sweeteſt nymph, that liv'ſ unſeen 
Within that loved receſs — 
Save when the cloſet councils preſs, 
And juntos ſpeak the thing they mean; 


(7) © Wrinkle, twinkle, &c.” | It muſt have been already ob 
ed by the ſagacious reader, that our author can coin an epithe, 
well as a fale. Wrinkles are as frequently produced by the mot: 
of the part, as by the advance of age. The head of the diſtinguiſh. . 
ed perſonage here deſcribed, though in the prime of its faculties, ha: 
had more exerciſe in every ſenſe than any head in the world. 
Whether he means any allufion to the worſhip of the riſing ſun, and | 
imitates the perfian priefts, whoſe grand act of devotion is to turn 
round: or whether he merely thinks that the working of the head 
in circles wil! give an analogous effect tothe ſpecies of argument 
in which he excels, we muſt remain in the dark; but certain it is 
F\ that whenever he reaſons in public, the capita and wonderful partof 

| his frame I am alluding to, is continually revolving upon its axis; 

and his eyes, az if dazzled with rays that dart on him exclufively, 

twinkle in their orbs at the rate of fixty twinks to one reyolution, 

K I truſt I have given a rational account, and not far-fetched, both 
| of the wrinkle and tuinkle in this ingenius compound. 


* 
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Tell me, ever buſy power, 

Where ſhall I trace thee ip that vacant hour 
Art thou content, in the ſequeſtered grove, 
To play with hearts and vows of love ? 

Or emulous of prouder ſway, 
Doſt thou to liſt'niag Senates take thy way; 

Thy preſence iet me ſtill enjoy 
With Reſe, and the lie-leving boy. 


Ala. 


(g) No rogue that goes 
Is like that Roſe, 
Or ſcatters ſuch deceit $ - 
Come to my breaſt— | 
There ever reſt— : 
Aſſociate counterfeit ! 


i 


(2) © No rogue that goes,“ &c.] Phe candid reader will put no 
improper interpretation on the wort rogue. Pretty rogue, dear 
rogue, &c. are terms of endearmen! to one ſex ; pleaſant rogue, 
witty rogue, apply as familar complments to the other, Indeed 
Facetious rogue is the common table apellation of this gentleman in 


c 
* 


Downing-ltreet., 


8 


PART 


(us: J 


PART UL. 
LOUD SYMPHONY. 
BUT lo! what throngs of rival bards ! 
More lofty themes ! more bright rewards ! 
See a new Apllo fit ! 
Pattern and arbiter of wit! 
The laureat wreath hangs graceful from his wand ! 
Begin, he cries, and waves his whiter hand, 
"Tis George's natal day 
Parnathan Pegaſus away— 
Grant me the more glorious ſteed 
Of royal Bru:fwick breed— — 
I kneel, I kneel, bs 
And at his ſnowy heel, 
Pindaric homage vow ; 
He neighs; he bounds ; I mount; I fly— 
The air-drawn croſier in my eye, 
The viſionary witre on my brow. 
Spirit of hierarchy exalt the rhyme, 
And dedicate to George the lie ſublime, 
AIR FOR A BisHOP. 
(5) Hither, brethrer, incenſe bring 
To the mitre givag King. 

(b) © Hither bretheten, &c.] When this ode is performed in 
Weſtminſter Abbey (as dowtleſs it will be) this air is defigned for 
the Rev. or rather the Right Rev. author. The numerous bench 
(for there wilt hardly be nvre than three abſentees) who will begin 


the chaunt of the ſubſequen / chorus from their box at the right hand 


of his moſt ſacred Majefty,vill have a ſiue effe both on ear and eye. 
| Praiſe 


1 


Praiſe him for his firſt donations, 
Praiſe him for his bleſt tranſlations, | 
Benefices, diſpenſations. 
By the powers of a crown, 
By the many made for one, 
By a monarch's awful diſtance, 
Rights divine, and non-refiſtance— 
Honor, triumph, glory give 
Praiſe him in his might, 
Praiſe him in his height ; 
The mighty, mighty height of his prerogative ! 


RECITATIVE BY AN ARCHBISHOP, 


Orcheſtras, of thouſands ſtrong, 
With Zadock's zeal each note prolong— 
Prepare ! 
Prepare! [Panſes 
Bates gives the animating nod 
Sudden they ſtrike—unnumbered ſtrings 
Vibrate te the beſt of Kings— 
Eunuchs, Stentors, double baſes, 
Lab'ring lungs, inflated faces, 
Bellows working, 
Elbows jerking, 
Scraping, beating, 
Roaring, ſweating, 
Thro? the old Gothic roofs be the chorus rebounded, 


Till echo is deafened, and thunder dumb-founded. . 
And 
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And now another pauſe and now another nod, 

— All proclaim a preſent God. 

(3) Bisnors anD Logtps or THE BEDCHAMBER, 
George ſubmiſſive, Britain ſways; 
Heavy Hanover obeys ; 

Proud Ierne's volunteers. A2 
Abject Commons, proſtrate Peers 1 


(i) © Lords of the Bed- chamber &c.]. Candour obliges us to 
confeſs that this defignation of the performers and in truth the follow - 
ing ſtanza did not ſtand in the original copy, delivered into the Lord 
Chamberlain's office, Indeed Signor Delpini had his doubt as to 
the legality of admitting it, notwithſtanding Mr. Roſe's teſtimony 
that it was actually and bona fde compoſed with the reſt of the ode, 
and had only accidentally fallen into the ſame drawer of Mr. Pitt's 
bureau in which he had lately miſlaid Mr. Gibbins's note. Mr. 
Bank's teſtimony was alſo ſolicited tg the ſame effect; but he had 
left off vouching for the preſent ſeſſion. Mr. Pepper Arden, indeed, 

with the moſt intrepid liberality engaged to find authority for it in 
the ſtatutes at large: on which Signor Delpini, with his uſual terſe - 
neſs off repartee, inſtantly enclaimed, Hal ha! ha ! However the 
difficulty was at length obviated by an obſervation of a noble Lord, 
that in the caſe of the King verſus Atkinſon, the Houſe of Lords had 
eſtabliſhed the right of judges to amend a record, as Mr. Quarme 
had iformed his Lordſhip r ran his le for 
that deciſion. a 
Here end Mr. Rebinſen' 5 nottt, 
« A preſent God 
« Heavy Hanover, _ 
« Abject Commons,” c. 


TE. 
All proclaim a preſent God— 


(On the necks of all he trod) 
A preſent God, 
A preſent God. Hallelujah ?! 


The imitation will be obvious to the claſſical reader, 
——p ſc divus habebicur 
Auguſtus, aljectis Britannis, 
Imperio, gravibu/que Perſis. Hos. 
All the editors of Horace have hitherto read adjectis Britannin, 
Our author, as ſound a critic as a divine, ſo periculo makes the al- 
teration of a ſingle letter, and thereby gives anew-and peculiar force 


to the application of the paſſage ——N. B. AjeF, in the author's 


underftanding of the word, means that preciſe degree of ſubmiſſion 
due from a free people to monarchy, It is further worthy remark, 
that Horace wrote the ode all:dedto, before Britain was ſubjected to 
an abſolute ſway ; and conſequently the paſſage was meant as a pro- 
phetic compliment to Auguilus. Thoſe who do not think that 
Britain is yet ſufficiently 47%, will regard the imitation in the 
ſame light, We ſhall c'ofe this ſubject by obſerving how much 
better Ga AvIBus applies in the imitation than in the original ; and 
how well the untruth of Icrne's volunteers joining in the deift- 
cation cxemplifics the dedicatory addreſs of the lie SUBLIME, 


{We are forry that the preceding compoſition does 
not come out under the immediate- direction of 
the Rev. Author; but he effects concealment, as well 


in the publication as in the writing—perhaps from 


falſe modeſty, or perhaps from the perſuaſion that 
his diſavowal of a performance will be a leading proof 
of its. authenticity. 


D Ne. 


No. XVI. 


WE have been favored by the official correſpon- 
dent, who has continued with ſo decided and flat- 
tering a preference, to communicate to us every 
flower and ſprig of the -poetical Beuguet, which has 
been produced on the prolifie ſubject of the Laureat- 
ſhip—with the following duplicate Ode, on the part 
of the Right Hon. Y:i/count Mountmorris, The rea- 
ſons of this double diligence on the part of his 
Lordſhip, after ſo admirable a diſplay of his talents, 
as was exhibited in his former production, are ex- 
plained in the following letter from himſelf to a 
noble Lord. | 


My Lozp, 


BeixG informed from undoubted authority, that 
the learned Pierrot, whom your Lordſhip has thought 
proper to nominate to the dignity of your Aſſeſſor, 
knows no language but his own; it ſeemed to me 
probable he might not underſtand triſh. Now as I 
recollect my laſt Ode to have proceeded on the 
orthography of that 1 I thought his entire 

erence 
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ignorance of the tongue, might perhaps be ſome 
hindrance to his judgment upon its merit. On 
account of this unhappy ignorance, therefore, on 
the part of the worthy Baß, of any language but 
 Tralian, I have taken the liberty to preſent your 
Lordſhip and him with a ſecond Ode, written in 
Engliſb; which I hope he will find no difficulty in 
underſtanding, and which. certainly has the b.tter 
chance of being perfectly correct in the true Engliſh 
idiom, as it has been very carefully reviſed and al- 
tered by my worthy friend, Mr. Henry Dundas. 
Ihave the honor to be, my Lord, | 
| Your Lordſhip's devoted ſervant, 
MOUN IMORRIS, 


PROBATIONARY ODE, 


BY THE RIGHT HON, HARVEY REDMOND MORRIS, 
LORD VISCOUNT MOUNTMORKIS, OF THE KING* 
DOM OF IRELAND, &. 


I. 


VE gentle nymphs who rule the ſong, 
Who ſtray Theſalian groves among, 

| With forms ſo bright and airy ; 
Whether you prize Pierian ſhades, 
Or leſs refined, adern the glades, | 
And wanton with the lufty blades, 

Of fruitful 7. : 
es Whether 


| 
' 
4 
| 
E 
4 
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Whether you fip Aonia's wave, 
Or, in thy ſtreams, fair Lify, lave 
Whether you taſte ambrofial food, 
Or think potatoes quite as good, 
Oh, liſten to an ib Peer, 
Who has woo'd your ſex for many a year. 


| W. 
Gold, thou bright benignant power, 


Patent of the jocund hour, 


Say, how my breaſt has heav'd with many a ſtorm, 


When thee I worſhipp'd in a female form! 


Thou, whoſe high and potent ſkill, 
Turns things and perſons at thy will! 
Thou, whoſe omnipotent decree, 
Mighty as Fate's eternal rule, 
Can make a wiſe man of a fool, 
And grace e' en loathed deformity ; 
Who ſtraitneſs gives to her that's crooked, 
And Grecian grace to thoſe that's hooked ; 
Who ſmooths the mount on Lazra's back, 
And wit ſupplies to thoſe that lack : 
Say, and take pity on my woes, . 
Record my throbs, recount my throes ; 
How oft I figh'd, 
How oft 1 dy:d, 
Ho oft diſmiſs'd, 
How ſeldom kiſs d. 


How 
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How oft fair Phy/lida, when thee I woo'd, 
With cautious foreſight, all thy charms I view'd; 
Oe'r many a ſod, 
How oft I trod, 
To count thy acres o'er ! 
Or ſpent my time, 
For marle or lime, (a) 
\ With anxious zeal to bore! 
How Cupid then all great and powerful fate, 
Perch'd on the vantage of a rich eſtate; 
When for his darts, he us'd fair ſpreading trees, 
Ah! «who cou'd fail, that ſhot with ſhafts like theſe ! 


(a) When Lord Mountmorris went down into the country, ſome 
years ago, to pay his addreſſes to a lady of large fortune, whoſe 
name we forbear to mention, his Lordſhip took vp his abode for 
ſeveral days in a ſmall public-houfe in the neighbourhood of her 
reſidence, and employed his time in making all proper enquiries, 
and prudent obſervations upon the nature, extent, and value of hex 
property :—he was ſeen meaſuring the trees with his eye, and 
was at laſt found in the act of boring for marle; when being 
roughly interrogated by one of the lady's ſervants, to avoid chaſ- 
tiſement, he confeſſed his name, and delivered his amorous cre- 
dentials. The amour terminated, as ten "ny others of the 
noble Lord's have done, 


* 
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III. 


Oh, ſad example of capricious fate ! 
Sue 1riſhmen in vain ? | 
Does Pompey's ſelf, the proud, the great, 
Fail e'en a maid to gain !- | 
What boots my form ſo tall and ſlim, 
My leg ſo ſtout—my beard ſo grimz 
Why have I Alexander's bend, 
Emblem of conqueſt never gain'd ? 
A noſe ſo long—a back ſo ftrait, 

A Chairman's mien—a Chairman's gait ! 
Why waſted ink to make orations, 
Defign'd to teach unliſ®ning nations! 

Why have I view'd th' ideal Clock, (a) 
Or mourn'd the viſionary hour, 
Griev'd to behold with well bred ſhock, 

The fancy'd pointer, verge 4 four? 


Then 


() An allufien is here made to a ſpeech publiſhed by the noble 
Lord, which, as the title-page importe, was intended to have been 
ſpoken; in which his Lordſhip, towards the concluſion, gravely 
remarks -—** Having, Sir, ſo long encroached upon the patience of 
«© the Houſe, and obſerving by the clock that the hour has become 
4 ſo exceffively late, nothing remains for me, but to return my 
. 4 fincere thanks to you, Sir and the other Gentlemen of this 
« Houſe, for the particular civility, and extreme attention, with 
« which I bave been heard: the intereſting nature of the occa- 

« fion, 
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Then with a how, proceed to beg 
A general pardon on my leg ; 
4 Lament that to an hour ſo late,” | 
& "Twas mine to urge the grave debate,” 
« Or mourn the reſt, untimely-broken ! 
All this to ſay, all this to do, 
In form fo native, neat, and'new, 
In ſpeech intended to be ſpoken ! 
But fruitleſs all, for neither here or there 
My lg has yet obtain'd me place, or fair 


* 9 


Pompeys there are of every ſhape and ne; 
Some are the great y*clep'd, and ſome the little; 

Some with their deeds that fill the wond'ring ſkies, 

And ſome on Ladies laps, that eat their victual ! 
'Tis Morris? boaſt—tis Morrii pride, 24 

To be to beth allied; 

That of all the various Pompeys, he 
Forms one complete von"; 


« Gon, has betrayed me into a much greaterlength than I had any 
* idea originally of running into; and if the caſuat warmth of the 
« moment, has led me into the leaſt perſonal indeliexcy towards any 
4 man alive, I am ever ready to beg pardon of him and this Houſe, 
. Lir, for having ſo done.” 


{ 92 } 
Prepar'd alike fierce faction's hoſt to fight, 
Or thankful, ſtoop, official crumbs to bite; 
No equal to himſelf on earth to own, 
Or watch, with anxious eye, a Treaſury-bone ! 
As Rome's fam'd Chief, imperious, ſliff, and proud, 
Fawning as curs, when ſupplicating food ; 
In him their ſeveral virtues all refide, 
The peerleſs Puppy, and of Peers the pride! 


V. 


Say, Critic Buffo, will not powers like theſe, 
E'en thy refin'd faſtidious judgment pleaſe ! 
A common Butt to all mankind, 
*Tis my hard lot to be; 
O let me then ſome juſtice find, 
And give the Burr to me !— 
Then, deareſt DEL, 
Thy praiſe Vl tell, 
And with unpreftituted pen, 
In Wharten's pure and modeſt ſtrain, 
Unwarp'd by Hope, unmov'd by Gain, 
T'll call thee ** beſt of huſbands,” and ( moſt chaſte 
of men,” 


Then 
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Then from my priſtine labors I'll relax, 

Then will I lay the Tree unto the * Ax! 

Of all my former grief, 
Refign the bus”neſs of the anxious chace, | 
And for paſt failures, and for paſt diſgrace, | 

Here find a ſnug relief | | 
The vain purſuit of female give o'er, | 
And, Hound of Fortune, ſcour the town no more? 


Ir is with infinite regret that we have to inform 
our readers, that the Poetrcal Qtimpie, which has beet» 
ſo long held on the ſubject of the Laureatſhip, is. 
now put a final period to, and that by authority 
which defies reſiſtance, and impoſes filence upon eri- 
ticiſm. The following is an account of the circum- 
Laſt Sunday ſe*nnight, being the th of the pre. 


ſent month, Anno Domini, 1785, juſt as his x 
was aſcending the ſtairs of his gallery to attend di- 


*- This line is literally tranſcribed from a ſpeech of Lord 
Moontmorris's, when candidate ſome years ago for the repreſen. 
tation of the city of Weſtminſter; 
vine: 
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vine worſhip at Winpsor, he was ſurpriſed by the 

appearance of a little, thick, ſquat, red-faced man, 
who in a very odd dreſs, and kneeling upon one knee, 
preſented a piece of paper for the royal acceptation. 

His M— amazed at the fight of ſuch a figure in ſuch a 
place, had already given orders to a beefeater to diſ- 
miſs him from his preſence; when, by a certain haſty 
ſpaſmodic mumbling, together with two or three 
prompt quotations from Virgil, the perſon was diſ- 
covered to be no other than the Rev. Mr. Thomas 
Wharton, himſelf, dreſſed in the official veſture of his 
profeſſorſhip; and the paper which he held in his 
hand being nothing elſe but a fair written petition, 
deſigned for the inſpection of his M=—, Our 
Gracious 8 made up for the ſeeming rude- 
neſs of the firſt reception, by a hearty embrace on 
reeognition; and the contents of the petition being 

forthwith examined, were found to be pretty nearly 

as follow: We omit the common place compliments 
generally introduced in the exordia of theſe applica- 
tions, as relies upon your Majeſty's well known 
clemency;” convinced of your Royal regard for the 
intereſt of your ſubjects,“ ** penetrated with the full- 
eſt conviction of your wiſdom and juſtice,” *&c. &c. 
which, though undoubtedly very true, when conſi- 
dered as addreſſed to George the Third, might, per- 
hapz, as matters of mere form, be applied to a Sa- 
; vereign, 


| . 
vereign, who neither had proved wiſdom or regard 


for his ſubjects in one act of his reign, —and proceed | 
to the ſubſtance and matter of the complaint itſelf, 


It ſets fort! That the petitioner, Mr. Thomas, 
„ had been many years a maker of poetry, as his 
„ friend Mr. Saaler, the paſtry-cook of Oxford, and 


<«« ſome other creditable witneſſes could well evince ; 
that many of his works of fancy, and more parti- 
„ cularly that one which is known by the name of 
* Critici/ms upon Milton, had been well received by the 


« learned ; that thus encouraged, he had entered the 
e liſt, together with many other great and reſpecta- 

&« ble candidates, for the honour of a ſucceſſion to 
e the vacant Lawreatſbip ; that a decided return had 
© been made in his favour by the officers calculated 


© to judge, namely, the Rt. Hon. the Earl of S. and 


c the learned Srgnor Delpini, his Lordſhip” 8 worthy 
«© coadjutor ; that the Sigtion's delicacy, unhappily 
« for the petitioner; like that of Mr. Corbett, in the 
&« inſtance of the Weſtminſter election, had inclined 
< him to the grant of a ScxvTINY; that in conſe- 
« quence of the vexatious and pertinacious perſe- 


« yerance on the part of ſeveral gentlemen in this ille- 
4e gal and oppreſſive meaſure, the petitidner had been 
<« ſeverely injured in his ſpirits, his comforts, and 


his intereſt; that he _ been for many years en- 
1 


* 
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* caged in a moſt laborious and expenſive under - 


„% taking in which he had been honoured with the 


„ moſt liberal communications from all the Univer- 


<< ſities in Europe; to wit, a ſplendid and moſt cor- 
ic rect edition of the Poemaia Minora, of the immor- 

<c. tal Mr. Sen Duck ; that he was alſo under po- 
< fitive articles of literary partnerſhip with his bro. 
ther, the learned and well known Dr. Fo/epb, to 
< ſupply two pages per day in his new work, 
, now in the preſs, entitled his Eſſay vn the fe and. 
« quritings of Ma. Tnonas HickATHRIFT; in 

* both of which great undertakings, the progreſs 
4 had been moſt eſſentially interrupted by. the great 
<< anxiety and diſtreſs of mind, under which the pe · 
46 titioner has, for ſome time, laboured on account 
<< of this inequitable ſcrutiny.; that the petitioner is 

44 bound: by his honour, and his engagement, to pre- 
© pare an Od for the birth · day of her moſt gracious 

« Majeſty, which he is very deſirous of executing 


* with as much poetry, perſpicuity, and origina--- 


“ lity, as are univerſally, allowed to have character - 


4 ized. his laſt effuſion, in honour, of the Natal Anni- 
« vexſary of. his Royal Maſter's. ſacred: ſelf; that 
«© there are but. ſi months to come for ſuch a pre- 
« paration,., and: the petitioner has got no farther: 
0. yet than Hail Muſe!” in the firſt ſtanza, which 
< very. much inclines- him to. fean he ſhall not be 
| able 


— 
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able to finiſh the whole in the ſhort period above- 
© mentioned, unleſs his M— ſhould be graciouſly 
pleaſed to order ſome of his Lords of the Bed- 
„ chamber to aſſiſt him, or ſhould command a ter- 
* mination to the vexatious enquiry now pending. 
“In humble hopes that theſe ſeveral conſiderations 
&©-would have their due influence with his M———- 
s the petitioner concludes with the uſual prayer, 
and figned himſelf as underneath, &c. &c. 


THO. WHARTON, B. D. &c. &c.” 


Such was the.influence of the above admirable ap- 
peal on the ſympathetic feelings of M , that 
the ſermon, which we underſtand was founded upon 
the text, Let him keep his tongue from evil and bis 
lips that they ſpeak no untruth ;“ and which was not 
preached by Dr. Pret;yman, was entirely negle cted 
and a meſſage inſtantly written, honoured by the 
fign Manual, and directed to the office of the Right 


Hon. Lord Sydney, ſecretary for the home depart- 


ment, enjoining an immediate redreſs for Mr. Thomas, 
and a total ſuſpenſion of any further proceedings 
in a meaſure which (as the energy of royal eloquence 
expreſſed it) was of ſuch unexampled injuſtice, ille- 
gality and oppreſſion as that of a /e utiry after a fair g. 
and a decided ſuperiority of admitted ſufſrages, This me 
| E ſage 


» „ 


tn... ore. Ah. 


. 


ſage conveyed as its ſolemnity well require d, by u 
other perſon than the honourable young Tommy him- 
ſelf, ſecretary to his amazing father, had its due in- 
fluence with the court; the noble Lord broke his 
wand; Mr. Delpini executed a Chacone, and tried at a 
Somerſet; he grined a grim obedience to the 
mandate, and calling for pen, ink and paper, wrote 
the following letter to the Editor: 


„ Monfeeur, 


«© On vous requis, you are hereby commandie not 
to poubliſh any more of de Ode Probationaire—mon 
cher ami, Monfieur George le Roi ſays it be ver bad to 

vex Mon ſieur le petit Homme avec le grand paunch— 
| Monſieur Wharton, any more vid ſcrutinee ; je vous 
commande derefore to finiſe—Que le Roi ſo it louẽ 
—God ſave de King! mind vat I ſay—ou le grand 
George and le bon Dieu damn votre ame & bodie, 
vos jambes, & vos pies, for ever and eyer—pour ja- 
mais. 


Signed, | 
* DELPINI,” 


PARODY, 
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" A FRAGMENT: 


SUPP: SED TO BE WRITTEN BY THE MOST NOBLE 
THE MARQUIS OF GRAHAM, 


| Sant et mihi carmiua. VIA G. 


I. 
Twas at the Grocer's Feaſt, for India won 
By Chatham's beardleſs ſon, 
Aloft, in luſcious ſtate, 
The virgin Stateſman fate 
On barley-ſugar throne, 
Fat Aldermen were plac'd around, 
Their brows with ſpreading antlers bound, 
(So City Spouſes ſhould be crown'd) 
The gentle Grenville by his fide 
Sat, like a purſy Dutchman's bride, 
And two vaſt chairs contain'd his vaſt backſide Þ 
Welcome, welcome, welcome gueſts! 
Eat while ye may, 
Eat while ye mw 
Eat while ye may ! 


Ne'er will ye more behold ſuch feaſts! 
K 2 i 
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The God-like Prettyman hard dy, 
Amid the feſtive band, 
At once began to fing, aud lie ;— 
The lies, the notes, afcend as high 
As themes like his demand ! 
The ſong began from Temple's toil, — 
Who left his Stowe's enchanting ſoil, 
(Strong Coalition's pow'r to foil!) 
Guy Vaux's dark diſguiſe the Peer bely'd—. 
Up the back-ſtairs unſeen he hied, 
When he to George's cloſet preſt, | 
To ſhare the ſorrows of his royal breaſt : 
Then iſſued forth the dread command 
« Prelates, defend your King /——Arm, arm, Bed- 
chamber Band“ 


The lining Cits admire the ſound ! 
„% Another Bu:kingham !”” they ſhout around 
& Another Buckinghan /” the plaiſtered roofs re- 
bound ! 
With raviſh'd ears 
Young Billy hears : 
And ſays, ** A fig 
„% For ev'ry Whig!“ 
A-ſkance his Chaplain leers ! 


— 
4 


III. 
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III. 


The praiſe of Arden next the Bard enraptured'ſung l 
O glorious eloquence of Arden's tongue! 
Lo, where the legal wonder comes !— 
„% Waiters, a freſh ſupply of plumbs !” 
With more than mortal grace 
He ſhews his noſeleſs face 
Ah noſe !—of far more worth than Rollo's thumba } 
Pepper, in the blood - ſtain'd field, 
Having Rollo's rage repell'd !— 
Heroes never mind their noſes ;— 
Both his thumbs great Rollo loſes ! 
Devon's glory 
Flies before ye ! 
Triumph, Pepper !—Rollo, yield 


Scoth'd with the ſound, the youth grew vain! 
Scarce wiſh'd his friend a noſe again ! 
And thrice his triumphs he renew'd o'er Freedom's 
proſtrate train ! 
The Secretary ſourly ſmil'd, 
To ſee ſuch pertneſs in his child! 
And while he North and Fox defy'd, 
Chang'd his- hand, and check'd his pride 


IV. 
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IV. 
* Prophetic, he foreſhows 
The modern Phoebus woes. 
He ſung Sir Cecil, matchleſs bard, 
By Weſtminiter Electors | 
Scouted, ſconted, ſcouted, ſcouted ! * 
Spite of all his great Protectors, 
His gratitude's reward, 
Deſertęd in his utmoſt need, 1 
Inn vain he ſeeks to rear his head ;— 
Ax vain he ſeeks to ſcrutinize, | 
E'en Murphy does not back his lie:. 
All melancholy fat the angry Boy, 
Revolving in his mind I 
The fickle temper of John BA]; 
Nor now to ſweetmeats felt Wen 9 
Nor eat his * 


, v. 
The rev rend 1710 joy'd to Tee, x 
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That Love was in the nent 2 * 
But, ab! HT. 


